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ADVERTISEMENT. 

y%8At?M0NT and pLlTCHSft'jl 

ij Comedy of the Rtyal Mer- 
cianf, hat ever been efteemed od« 
of their moft natural and capital 
Produdions ; yet, interefting as the 
Story is, and excellent as moft Parts 
of the Writing are, it is remarkable, 
that it feldom or never attraded the 
Notice it feemed to deferve. 

This Confideration induced the 
prefent Editor to try whether it 
might not be rendered more gene- 
rally agreeable^ by the Embellifli- 
ment of Mufic; and he was the ra- 
ther tempted to, make this Experi- 
ment, from the rom^itic Turn of 
the Fable, and Singularity of the 
Charaders in this Play, which ap- 
peared to him peculiarly calculated 
for an Opera. , Thefe Reafons, he 
hopes, will obtain a Pardon for hav- 
ing 



AbVERTiSfiMENf. 

jng made this Ufe of our old Au- 
thors; a Freedom, which, with al- 
moft every other dramatic Produc- 
tion, he fhould think unwarrantable. 
Such few Lines as are printed in 
Italics^ are omitted in the Reprefen- 
tation» 



ERRATUM. 

., Laft Song of ACT I — Stanza 3. Read it thus. 

If Peace from her Hapd, 
i Scatter Biffs thro' the Land, 

[ . OrWar,&c. 
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ROYAL MERCHANT. 



A. C T I. S C E N E I. 

S C E N E,: a Chamier. 

Enter HoBEfRT and Guards. 

Cuard. fCT O T to di-Tgrace^ or hold thee capti^ei 

IN lord, 

Doth he defire thee back — Wolfort is. noble, 
Thy life, thy honour's fafe* • . 

Hub.' I pr'ythee, peace ! 

And let him make the krgeft ufe he dare 
Of bis ill-gotten power. Loft Jaculin I 

Enter WoLFdRTi 

ff^olf. What, Hubert fiealing from me ! 'fly a friend, 
UnWearied'in his ftudy to advance you ! 
What have I e'er poffefs'd that v^as not yours ? 
■ Yet, aft^r thefe aflurances of love, 
Thcfe ties and bonds of friend(hip, to for fake me; 
Forfake me like a fbe 1 Hubert, you muft 
Give me a rcafon. 

Hub. Wolfortj folwill, 

If I may do't in private^ and you'll hear it* 



% The royal MERCHANr. 

Woh All leave the room-- \Extunt guariM. 

You bav« ypur will, ^egin. 
And ufe the liberty of our firft friendfliip. 

Hub. Friendfhip ! when you provM traitor firft, that 
vanifh'd ; 
Nor do I owe you any thing but hate. 

A I R, 

£nragM I'll ihun each human face^ 
O'erjoy'd Til feek the defart race ; 
With favage bears, and wolves agree^ 
Ere league with wretch, unjuft as thee* 

WoL To me this is ftran^e language* 

Huh, To you ! why, what are you ? • 

WoL Your prince and mafter, the earl of Flanders^ 

Huh* By a proper title ! 
Rais'd to't by cunning, circumvention, force. 
Blood, and proTcriptions'i; and maintainM therein. 
By frequent murders pra£lis'd on all fuch^ 
As ferv'd or lov'd old Gerard ; which, at length, 
Compeird the good man, with his daughter, Jaculin, 
(The chofcn, the betroth'd of my affedKons) 
To leave the city. They, by fecretways, 
(As yoU give out, and we would gladly have it) 
Efcap'd your fury j tho* 'tis too much fear'd 
They fell amotig the reft : but your late crocltiei 
So far tranfcend your former bloody a£ls. 
That, if compar'd, they only would appear 
Eflays of mifchief. 

Wd. O! repeat 'em not. 

Hub. Who was the lord of houfe, or land, that ft9oi 
Within the profped of your covetous eye ? 

WoU You are in this to me a greater tyrant^ 
Than e'er I was to any. 

Huh. Thus I end 

The general grief— now to my private wrongs. 
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A COMIC OPERA, 3 

AIR. 

The pride of evtry ftnft. 

My heart's fond joy and boaft. 
Your cruel deeds have frighted hence. 

And alf my hopes are loft ; 
My reftlefs footfteps Ipng to ftray^ 
Where fad flie takes her lonely way. 

Woh Oh f Hubert) thefe your words and reafons, 
have 
As well drawn tears of blood from my griev'd beaf t» 
As thefe drops from my eyes ; can you think 
Where any of the profcrib^d loeds are bid I 
Where Gerard is, or yoxxt loft iove, or Florez ? 
Whom in his infancy 

Hub. Youftole; andfince 

Have kept concealed, the better to maintain 
Your ufurpation of his feat. , 

mi. By Heaven* 

I ftole htm not, ilor know I where he is. 
Nor if he lives. Sooo after my return 
From Brabant, Wbkher I was fent to treat 
About a future match with our prince. Floret, 
And their young lieiMfs, Berrha, {wha/e feign* d hfi 

fmu 
The crafty Brahandtr made his pretence 
For the enfuing war^ thereby te lay 
An unjvji gripe on Flaniet^s estrldom) he^ 
Florez, our prince, was etiiffing, and remains 
Unh^rd of to this hour: if youcan find him, 
I will refign the earldom. ' 

Hub. JDoAotabufc 

My aptnef$ to believe. 

ff^el. Sufp^ iiotyou 

A faith, that's built upon fo true a forrow ; 
Mike 3^ur. own. terms, aik fetr ithem all the ties 
MttQianitycan give : Hemplkirk^ tooib«all 
Along with yow tothis fo wi&'d 4ii€Qvery, 

A 2 And^ 



# The royal MERCHANT. 

And, in my name, confirm all that you promife. 
I have of late receiv'd intelligence. 
That fome of them are in, or about Bruges, 
To be found oui — which I did th«n interpret 
The cauft* of that town's Handing out againft me ; 
But now am glad, it may d'veQ. your purpofe. 
Of giving them their fafety, me my peace. 

Hub. Be conftant to this goodnefs, peace is yours; 

fP'oL Dillruft me not, tj 11. ypu have well built, vraufc^ 
And may your fearch be profp'rous. FareweJ, Hubert ( 

^ . • ;. ■ [Ej^iu 

Hub, Yes, Bruges, yes, within thy hoftile walls, 
Fearl eis Til venture for fo good ^n end : - , ^ 

Pould I but find our much-wrong'd baniih'd nobles^ 
Or trace the lonely haunt where my loft love, 
!My Jaculin, laments her alter'd fortunes, 
What happinefs ! what glory { ' ^ 
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God of love, and youthful play,. 

Whither docs my charmer ftfay i ^ 

Oh ! direfl: my devious fc^l. 

Where the wand'rer I may mc^t I , 

Spread thy wings, kind deity. 

Say her conf^a^t fwaio is nighj - . . - 

Whifper in her trembling ear. 

Soft relief and- joy is near j - 

In her bofom. Oh ! infpire . : 

Fond emotidn, chafte d^firc;--. . 

ril th-y trueft votVy prove^ ,. . 

And pay thee with a life Qf lonje^ f -fi^^V, 

SCENE II. Bruges. 

Enur three Merchants, 

jy?. M'r. 'Tis much that you deliver of this^HarroL. 
2ci. Meri But fhort of what I could ; believe lAe, fir^ 
^e bears himfelf With fuch a confidence^ 

■" •• " ^f 



A CQMIG OPERA. 5 

^ if he were the maftcr of th^ fca ; 
And not a wind 'upon the failor's compafs, 
teut, from one part or other, vjrere his faftor. 
To bring hira in the beft commodities. 
Merchant e'er ventur'd for. 

3^/. M^fm This, and his merits^ 

Make many venturers with him, in their wi(bes 
For his profperity and fame. Yetmorcr— 
Is there a virgin of good fame wants dow'r? 
He is a father. to her*— or a foldier, 
XVho, in his country's fervice, from the wars, 
Hacl^ brought home only fcars-and want ? his houfe 
Receives him and relieves him. Never doubt. 
He is your, man,» and purs, 

ly?. Mex. I only wilh 

His too great forward nefs t' embrace all bargains. 
Sink him not in the end. 

2d, Mer. Have better hopes ; 

^Qx jfuy part, I am confident— -he's here. 

, £ntef Harhoj- and fourth Merchant. 

Har. At your x)wn rates, I take your wineof Cypniss 
But for your qa.n<jy fugarjs» they have met 
With fu^h foul weather, and are priz'd fo high, 
I cannot fave in them. 

4/^. Met' I am unwilling 

To feek ^npther chapman : make me offer 
Of fomething jiear the price, th^t may aiTure me . 
You can deal for them. 

Han I both can, and will, 

!3ut not with tpo much lofs-^your bill of lading 
Speaks of two hundred chefts, valu'd by you 
At thirty thoufand gilders — I will have them 
At twenty-eight ; fo in the payment of 
Three thoufand fterling^ you fall only in 
TTwo hundred pounds. 

^h.Mer. You. know they are fo cheap—- 

Har. 
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Har. Why, look you, I'll deal fairly ; there is in 
prifon. 
And at your^fait, a pirate, but unable 
To make you fati$fa^on, and paft hope 
To live a week, if you ihould proTecute 
What ypu can prove againft him : fet him free. 
And you. &al} faai^e your money Co a fltver. 
And prefent paynent. 

^L Met* This is above wonder, 

A merchant of your rank, who have at fea 
So many betloms in the danger of - 
Thefe water-thierca, flioald be a means to fare 'era. 
And ftay the courfe of juftioe ! 

Har. Yew mfftake me. 

If you think I wouid dieriih, in this captain. 
The wrong; he did to you, or any man : 
But I was lately with him (being affuf'd 
A braver fellow never pttt from (bore) 
And read his letters of mart from this ftate granted. 
For the recovery of fuch loffes, as 
He had foftaui'd in Spmn $ 'twas that be aim*d at. 
Not at three tons of wine, biflcet) or beef, 
WUchitis iQceffity made him take from you : 
If he had pillag'd you,, or funk yoiir (hip. 
Or throiprh the men overboard, he then deferv'd 
The law's extremeft rigour \ doing 4his, 
Set your own price ; faye him, the goods ai^e mine s 
If not, feek elfewhere ^ I'll not deal for them. 

/^b. 'Met. Well, fir, for your love, I will once bp 
led 
To change my pui)Mfeu 

Har. , Fot four profit rather. [Ettif ^K 

nd. Mer. What Ao y»U:thiirt: of this ? [MtrA. 

iji* Mer. As of a .fleodtjif ndble pity, guided 
By a ftrong judgmeiit. 

2^* Mer. : gave you^ oiafter Harrol ! 

HarroU Good day to all ! 

arf. Mir. X- Wc bring you Ure ttivSA 

Of more commodities. 

Har. 
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Hat. Arc you the owners 

O' th' ibip, that taft night put into the harbour ? 

ift. Mer. Both of the ihip and lading. 

Har. What's the freight? 

ty?. Mer. Fine liiiensi cochineal, chofce china flufis* 

Har. Rich lading. 
For which I were your chapman, but I am 
Already out of cafli. 

ift. Mer. ril give you time 

For the moiety of all. 

Har. How long ? 

I/?. Mer. Six months. 

Har. 'Tis a fair offer, which, if we agree 
About the prices, 1 with thanks accept. 
And will make prefent payment of the reft. 
Some two hours hence, 1*11 come aboard. 

ifi. Mer. The gunner fliall fpeak you welcome. 

[Exeunt Merehanfim 

Har. Heaven grant my (hips a fafe return, before 
The day cf this great payment ! as they are ' 
£xpe£led three months (boner, and my credit 
jStands good with all the world* 

£nter Clause. 

Claufi. Blefs my good mafter ! 
The prayers of your poor beadfman ever (hall 
Be fent up for you. 

Har. God a* mercy, Oaufe ! 

There's fomething to put thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 

Clauji. May he, that gave it you. 

Reward you for it with increafe, good mafler ! 
Thefe feven years I have fed upon your bounties9 
And by the fire of your bled charity warmed me ; 
And yet, good mafter, pardon me, that muft, 
Tho' I have now receiv'd your alms, prefume 
To make one fuit more to you* 

Har. Whatis'tClaufef 

I Claufi. 
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Claufe, 'Tis not for money. 
Nor cloaths, good mafter ; but your good word for mil* 

Har. That thou flxalt h^ve, Claufe, fori thinlc thee 
" * • honejft. 

Claufii Some half ht)Ur hence then, oidfter, take 
the trouble 
Of walking unto Beggar's Bufl) ; and there. 
As you will fee me among others, brethren 
In my affiidlion, when you are demanded 
Which you like beft among us, point out me % 
And then pafs on, and notice rtit no fartlier. 

Har. But what will that advantage thee? 

Claufe. Oh ! much fir, 
*Twill give me a pre-emmence of the reft. 
Make me a king among 'em ; and^ prote£l me 
From all abufe, fuch as are ftronger, might 
Offer my age. 

iiar. Troth, tliou mak'ft me wonder : 

tlaye you a king and commonwealth among'ye \ 

Claufe. We have — and there are ftates are govcrn'dP 
worfe. 

Har^ Ambition among beggars ! 

Claufe. Many great ones' 

Would part with h^lf their fortuAes for the place,' 
And credit, to beg in the firft file, mafter. 
But (hall I be {o far bcomd for your furtherance 
In my petition ? 

Har. That thou fhalt not mifs of^ 

Nor any worldly catre make me forget it. 
I will be quickly there^ 

Claufe. ^ Heaven blefs my n^gfter ! [Exi(^ 

Har. This old man's prayers are daily blelTings to 
me; 
Would but the elements obey his breath, 
My wi(he$ were compleat. 
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Hope ! to me thine aid extend. 
Sweet companion, welcome friend 1 
Whether thro' the dungeon's gloom, 

Dartiog kind thy piercing ray ; 
Or,' glitt'ring. proudly on the warrior's plume. 

Thou point'ft to glorious vidc.^ the w^y -, 
Or, all within the lonely ^rove, 
Cheer'ft the wild complaint of love ; 
Bright fun of life, before thee fly j 

1 he clouds of doubt and mifery, ^ 

And pleafure dawns when thou art nigh. j 

To me, to me, thine aid extend, 
^weet companion, welcome friend 1 lExit. 

SCENE III. 

The fFecd and ^Bujh. 

finur Clause, Prig, Higgen, Ferret, Snap, 
GiUKSj J ACVLif^i and other Beggars. 

Hig. Come, princes of the ragged regiment. 
You of the blood, Prig, my moft upright lord, • 
And thefe, what name or title e'er they bear. 
Behave with order, and due loyalty. 
On this important day, when Beggar's Bufb, 
Our ancient kingly feat, muft be fupply'd. 

Prig. Ere Ave begin our cuftomary forms, 
Let a centinel be fet out 

Snap. The word* 

Pr/g-. A cove comes, and fumbumbis. [Exit Snap. 

Per. Well, pray, m^ matters all. Ferret be chofen j 
You're like to have a kind mild prince of me. 

Prig. A very tyrant, I, an errant tyrant, 
p e'er I come to reign j therefore look to't^ 

^ ^ A I R. 



90 Thb royal MfiROHANT.. 

AIR. 

Except you provide me with capons enough. 
Green geefe, tender ducklings, and fuch kin^ of 

ftuffj 
^Except on my table fat ehickens appear. 
With pheafant and partridge the beft of the year j 
Clbfe I'll watch when night does fall, ^ 

Wherever ye lig, ^ 

Ye'll be found by prince Erig, 
And in your own flraw will I fmotheryeall. 

Except of good booze too, full jugs ye afford, 
And fruits of each feafon, in plenty ye hoard. 
Your eyes, and falfc tongues, legs and bellies V\\ 

feize. 
Take all your trim doxies, and kifs wl^ich I pleafe4 
Clofe I'll watch, &c. ' '^ 

Enter Snap. 
Snaf. A cove comes— fumbumbis I ^ 

Enter Hubekt and Hemskirke^ 

Prig. To your poflures— arm. 

Hub. Yohdcr's the town, I fee it. 

t:lig. Bltfs your good worfhips ! 

Fer, OnQ fmall piece of money ! 

Prig. Among us all poor wretches I 

Claufe. Blind and lame .^ 

Prig, Deaf and dumb! 

Hub. There's among' ye all. 

Fer^ ^c* Heaven reward you I 

Hub. Do I fee right, or docs my fancy cheat me % 
Sure 'tis her face— »come hither, pretty maid. ■ . 

Jac. What, have you 
Bells for my fquirre! ? 1 ha' given Bun meat>— 
You do not love me, do you ? Catch mo that butterfly. 
And I'll love you. Oh j can you keep a fecret ? 
Yonlaok as if you could, Til tell you— hu(b.— 
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AIR. 

The live-long day fbrtorn t go, 

My heart is compafs'd round with woe. 

With woc-*-ah ! we]^-a•day ! 
The caufe you hear in ev*ry figh, 
Vou fee it wrote within mhie eye^ 
/Tis love— ah ! well-a*day ! 

tfuh. For whom, dear maid ?-*--her every feature {---^ 

tell me* 
yac. No, Vis no mattery I caik (mile It offl 

AIR. 

JMiold the fweetly^'wanton i^rtng ? 

In ev'ry hujh I fpy it peering. 
Hark ! the feather'd warblers fing i 

fFsth carrols wild myfpirit cheiring / 
The lark fwells high his raptur'd throat ; 
The linnet pours hisnseltingciote; 
None, none fo weak, but may impart 
Soft pleafure to a fimple hearts [RetirfU 

Hub. Her voice too fays thftjfame; but, fdt my life, 
I would not that her manners were fo chang'd : 
Hrarme, thou honeft feUoW, what's tkts maiddi> 
Who lives among ye here ? 

Prig. Ao-— ao««*<io. 

Hub. Howl nothing but figM f 

prig. A(»~— ao*-*-ao. 

HtA. This is ftrange ; 
I would fain have it her, but not her th«ig# 

Hig, He's dO'^e'-deaf, and du do^-dumfa, fir. 

Hub. 'Siife, they all fpoke plain enough, mttbought 
e*cn now. 
Doft know this maid I 

B % Big. 
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Hig, She was born at the ba-ba-barn yonder, * 
By Be-Be-Beggar's Bu*Bu<Bu{h ; her name is 
Ma-Ma-Madge ; fo was her mo-nniother's top. 

Hub. I underftand no word-he fays-— How long 
Has fhe been here ? 

Hig. Lo-long enough to have got a hu-hu-hufband,» 
And Ihe had go-go-good lurlu-luck. [Beggars retire. 

Hub. I mud be better informed, than by thefe means : 
Here was another face too, that I mark'd. 
That of the old man ; but they are vanifli'd all 
Moft fuddenly-^I will come here again. [Jfide. 

Proteft us our difguife now ! Pr*ythee, Hempflcirke, 
If we be taken, how doft thou imagine 
This town will deal with us, which hath folong 
Stood out 'gainft WolfoTt ? 

Hem. E'en to hang us forth 

tJpon their walls, a' funning, to make ci'ow^s meat. 
If I were not affur'd o' th' burgo-mafter. 
And had a fair excufe to fee a niece there, 
I ihould fcarce venture. 

Hub. Come, 'tis now too late • 

To look back at the ports ; good luck, and enter. 

[ExeunK 
Beggars advance. . . 

Prig. A'peerydog^ TU warrant him^ 

Fer. What could his queftions mean ? 

Claufe. I know not— yet 'twas time to fly— he grew 
Too clofe in his inquiries. 

Prig. And difturb'd 

Our noble ceremonies-— {hall we renew 'em ? 

Hig. Unqueftionably, brother.— Snap — 
. Snap. I'm gone, \_Exit Snap. 

Hig* All now ftand fair, and put yourfelvcs^in ranki 
That the firft fingle comer, at firft view, 
May make his choice, who fhall inherit this. 
Our vacant throne. 

Prig. 'Tis done. Lord Higgen. 

H'tg. Thanks ! and here a judge comes— cry a judge. 

All. A judge, a judge! 

3 -^^- 
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Enter Harrol. 

Har. What ail yc, firs, what means this outcry ? 

Hig. Matter, 

A fort of poor fouls met. Heaven's fools, good fir; 
Have had fome little variance 'mong ourfelves 
Which may be honefteft of us, and who lives 
Uprighteft in his calling :— now, as we thought 
We n«'er fliould 'gree on't 'mongourfelves, (for truly, 
'Tis hard to fay) we all refolv'd to put it 
To him, thatfhouid come next, and that's yourmafler- 

fhip. 
Which does your worftkip think is he ? Good fir. 
Look o'er us all, and tell us. 

Har. I (bould judge this the man, with the grave 

beard — 
^Claufe. Blefs you, good matter, bleis you ! 

Har. If he be not, 

I would he were ! There's fomcthing too among ye. 
To keep ye honett. [^Exitm 

AIL Now good reward you ! 

Hig. What is it ? fee 5 Snap has got it, 

Snap. A good crown, marry. 

Prig. A crown of gold — 

Fer. For our new king, good luck f 

Ginks. To the common treafury with it ; if it be 
gold. 
Thither it mutt. 

Hig. Spoke like a patriot. Ginks. 

King Claufe, I bid Heaven fave thee firtt, kingClaufe. 
When laft in conference at the bouzing ken. 
The other day, we fate about our dead king. 
Of famous memory, (reft go with his rags !} 
And that I faw thee at the table's end 
Rife fwol'n with rage, and, leaning on one crutch. 
Lift t'other, like a fceptre,' at my head, 
I then prefag'd thou fliorily would'ft be king. 
And now thou art fo s but what need prefage 

To 
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To us, who might have r«ad it in thy beard. 
As well as he that cb^e thee f by that beard 
Tbou wert found out, and mark'd forJov*reignty« 

AIR. 

O happy beard of happier king ! 
In whofe behalf our (houts fliall ring 
Aroutid the throne of Beggar's Buih. 
That beard, O ! may it Itill be fair, 
As full of wiMom, as of hair, 
That all #he dwell beneath its (bade. 
May every year more blefs'd be made, 
Aiid praik the king of Beggar's Bufil \ 

That comely beard, O ! miy it grow. 
While meads look green, or rivers ftow^ 
The pride and grace of Beggar'4 Buih ! 
Thus bound by love to good king Claufe^ 
We'll guJifd his Ifeite, obey his laws 5 
Nor once repine, or care a foufe, 
For rich artsy, of ftately h6ufe> 
While happy here at Beggar's BttQi» 

Prig* And if the beard be fuch* what is the priiK* 
Thitowhs the beafd ? the father ? no: the grandfather ? 
Nay^ the great-grajtdfather of you his people* 
He will not take away your hens, or bacon, 
When you've veniur'd hard for't j nor iottt from you 
The fatteft of your puddihgs. 
• Hfg. A fong to crov^n hiitij Prig, th' atcudom'd fongi 
His majefty is feated^ 
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AIR and CHORUS, 

f^rig. At the crowning our king, 
We all revel and fing. 
For with pleafure our duty we pay ; 
We give him three cheers. 
Till we rattle his ears, 
*Tishuzxal andhuz^^i and huzza I 

His fceptrc*s a crutch. 

Which with rev'rence we tou^. 
And we fwear to be true to his throne i 

In recompenfe, he 

Takes an oath to be free. 
And our liberties guards as his own. 

If peace with her iinile, 

Sc^vrters blifs thro' the ifle^ 
Or war fills the nation with riot; 

Our kingdom is fafe. 

Still we drink and we laugh, 
And lye down with our doxies in quiets 

If houfes are 'ftft. 

Land with taxes oppreft. 
Unto us no fuch troubles belong | 

With a bufli we're content^ 

And we pay our <}uit-rent, 
I^ike the birds of the air^ with a fong* 
*' At |he crowning, &c. [Exumtm 



End of the F X r s t Act. 
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Vandunk'j Houfe. 

Vanduni^, Hube&T) Hempskirke, and Mar* 

CARET. 

Van* Captaf n, you're welcome : fo is this your friend, 
Moft fafcJy welcome j tho' our town ftand out' 
Againft your mafter, you (hall find good quarter ; 
Truth is, we love him not. Margaret, fome wine. 

\^Exit Margaret. 
Let^S'talk a little treafon, if we can 
Talk treafon 'gainft the traitors — by your leaves. 
We, here in Bruges, think he does ufurp. 
And therefore I'm bold with him. 

Huh. Sir, your boldnefi 

Haply becomes your mouth, but not our ^ars. 
While we're his fervants j and, as we came here. 
Not to afkqueftions, as fpies upon your ftrength, 
So let's intreat we may receive from you 
Nothing, in pafTage, or difcourfe, but what 
We may wit!) gtadnefs, and our honefties, hear. 
And that fhall fea] our welcome. 

Van. Good — let's drink then. 

You fee I keep my old pearl flill, captain. , 
* Hemp. Old jewels commend their keeper, fii'. 

Van. Here's to you with a heart, my captain's.friend| 
With a good heart; and, if this make us fpeak 
Bold words anon, 'tis all under the rofe, 
JForgotten — drown all mempry when we drink. 
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AIR. 

If a word, or a jbke^ 

. Too freely be fpoke. 
While the bofoin is open and gay^ 

Let it ne'er give offence. 

To the ear, or the fenfe, i 

'JTake a bumper, and wafh it away; 

Let no jealous fneer^ 
Mean fcruple, or fearj 
^ Thfe bold face of pleafure difmay ; 
Why, why ihould we bear 
• A moment of care^ 
When a bumper can wafli it away ? 

, , Hui. 'Tis freely fpoken^ noble burgomafter^ 
rll do yoii riglit. 

Hemp. Nayi fir^ Mynheer Vandunk 

Isa trueftatefman. 

i^an. Fill my captain's ciip there; O! that yo\xt 
jnafter 
tjad been an fioheft mah ! 

Hub. Sir I . 

Fan, lender the rofci 

HAnp. And how does my niece ? 
Almoft a woman^ I guefs This friend bf mina 
I drew along with me, thro' fo much hazard. 
Only to fee her — (he waS iliy errand here. 

Van. Ay, a kind undq you are^ (fill him his glafs) 
That in (b maiiy years could not find leifure— 

Hemp. So many, fir I what mean yoii ? 

Van. Seventeen; 

Hemp* No, not fo much. 

Van. 1*11 bite you ije'er ah ac:c on*t % 

*Twas ere the Brabander began his war 
For moonlbine in the water, there, his daughter. 
Who ne'er was loft-*-yet you could not find time 
To fee a kinfwoman s but ihe is worth feeing, fir, 

C No# 
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Now you ar^ come. You a(k if (he's a woman- 
She is a woman, fir — Fetch her forth, Margaret— ^ 

[Exit. Margari0, 
And a fine woman, and has fiiitors-— 

Hemp, How ! 

What fuitors are they ? 

Fan. 6atchelor», young burghers ^ 

And one, a gallant ; the young prince of merchants 
We call hirti here in Bruges, 

Hemp. How \ a merchant f 

I thought, Vandunk^ youM underflood me bettefy 
And my niece too, fo trufted to you by me. 
Than to admit of fuch in name of fuitors. 

Van. Suchf he is fuch a fuch, as, were Ihe mine, 
rd give him thirty thoufand crowns with her. 

Hemp. But the fame things, ifir, fit not you and me^ 

[Exit. 

Van. Why givers (bme wkie then ; that will fit us all^ 

AIR. 

What can our wifeft heads provide 

For the child we doat on nearly. 
But a merry foul, and an honeft heaf t. 

In a lad who loves her dearly ? 
Who with kifies and chat, and all, all that. 

Will footh her late and early ? 
If the truth (he'll tell, when {he knows him wcI^y 

She'll fwear ibe loves him dearly. 

With the wretch eftrang'd to focial joys 

Old time mav loiter q.ueerly, 
Unable woman s worth to pri^e. 

He ne'er can love her dearly : 
.But, what is'^t makes the flight he takes 

By us felt moft feverely, , 

And life too (hort for play and fport ?-^ 

The girl we doat on dearlyr 
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Here's to you again, my captain's worthy friend. 
And ftill, would Wolfort were an honeft man ! 
Under the rofe I fpeak it*— this I'm fure of. 
Your mailer is a traitor, and ufurps 
The earldom from a better man. 

Hub. Ay, marry. 

Where is that man ? 

F'an. Nay, fpft, an I could tell you^ 

*Tis tpn to one, I would not— here's my hand— 
I love not Wolfort j fit you ftill with that. — 
Here comes my captain again^ and his fine niece ; 
And there^s my merchant^^view him well j that's he. 

Enter Hempskiri^b, Gertrude, and Harrojl. 

Hemp. You muft not only know me for your uncle 
Now, but obey me; you go caftyourfelf 
Away upon a dunghill here ! a merchant ! 
A petty fellow ! owi, who makes his trade 
With oaths and perjuries ! 

Har. What's that you fay, fir? 

If it be me you fpeak of, as your eye 
jSeems to dire£l, I wifli vou would fpeak to me. 

Hemp, Sir, I do lay, Uie ia no merchandize ; 
Her rates, be fure, are more than you are worth. 

Har. You do not know, fir, what a gentleman's 
worth. 
Nor can you value bim« 

Hemp. A gentleman ! 

What, of the woolpack, or the fugar«cheft. 
Or lifts of velvet i which is't, pound, or yar<}. 
You vend your gefitry by ? 

Hub. CJh! Hempfcirke, fye! 

Har. Alas, how much I pity 
So poor an argument I Do iloc you, the lord 
O^ land, if you be one, fell the grafs. 
The corn, the ftraw, thp milk, the cheefe— — 

Van. And butter ;— — • 

E^member butter, do not leave out butter. 

C 2 Hemp, 
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Hemp, You now grow faucy. 

Har. Sir, I have been ever 

Bred with my honeft freedom, and muft ufe it. 

Hem, Do you hear ? — no more. 

Har. This little, fir, I pray yoU| 

Y' appear the uncle, fir, to her, I love 
More than my eyes ; and I have he«nrd your fcorn^ 
With fo much indignation, and contempt. 
As each drives which is greater | but, believe me, 
I fucked not in this patience with my miik* 
A good man bears a contumely worfe, 
*rhan he wou'd bear an injury — Proceed not 
To my offence. I wou'd approach your niece 
With all refpeft due to herfelf and you. 

Hem, Away, companion ! handling her I Take that^ 

Har. Nay, I do love no blows, fjr— there's the 
exchange. ifigkt.'] 

Ger. Oh ! help my Harrol \ ' 

Van. No, my life for him ! 

[Harrol ^{/^r^nx Hempf 

Hqr. Not hand her ! yes fir,— 
And clafp her, and embrace her ; and, wouM (he 
Go with me now, bear her thro* all .her race, 
Tho' they flood a wall of cannon i"-?kifs niCs my 
Gertrude; ' ^ 

Nay do not tremble. 

Van, Kifs him, girl, I bid you ; 

My Merchant Rqyal ! fear no uncles— hang 'cm-^ 
Hang up all uncles— are we not in Bruges ? 
Under tl^e rofe here ? 

Har. Thus encircled, love. 

Thou art a$ fafe, as in a tower of brsifs* 
Let fuch as do wrong, fear it. 

Van. Ay, that's goodr—^ 

Let Wolfort look to that ! 
. Har. Sir, here {he ftands. 

Your niece, and my beloved; one of thefe titles 
She muft apply to j if unto the laft. 
Not ail the anger, can be fent unto her 
fnffown, or voice, or other a£t, fiuUforpe her, 

Tbq* 
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Tfeo' Hercules had a hand in*t. Come, my joy, 
;Say that thou lov*ft me. 

y'an. Do, and Pll drink to it. 

Har. Pr'ythee, (peak, 
^ay thou art mine love, and defy falfe fliame. 

Ger. Do not you play the tyrant fweet !— whf 
need you ? 

AIR., 

The blafli, that glows upon my cheeks. 
The confcious eye, that truly fpeaks. 
The figh, that vainly wou'd conceal 
What grateful impulfe bids me feel. 
Do they not all confpire to tell 
What faithful Hanoi knows too well i 

The tongue, by thoufand various ways. 
May wind thro' art'§ delufive maze. 
The lover's honeftjoys cjeccivc, v 

When fwelling hopes his bofoni hpave I \ 
But bluflies, ughs, and looks Impart 
The genuine meaning of the heart. 

Hem. I thank you, niece; 

Har^ Sir, thank her for your life. 

And fetch your fword within. [Exeunt Har. and Ger« J 

\- Hub. A braye clear fpirit ! 

Hempfkirke, yoi| were to blame i what meant jou^ 
pr'ythee. 

To fcorn him fo ? 
Hemp. 'Tisdonc; now, aflc'no farther. [£>/#• 
Hub. Well, I muft to the woods, for nothing here 

Shall I trace out ; there I may chance to learn 

Somewhat to fati^fy my keen enquiries* 

JIow npw, brave burgomafter ? how is't with thee ? 
Van. 1 love no Wol forts, and my name's Vandunke, 
fiub* Vaiidrunke, 'tis rather^-^come, go ileep within. 

Van. 
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Van. Earl Florcz is right heir, and yon foul Wol- 
fort — 
Under the rofe I fpeak it-^ 

Hub. Very hardly. 

Van. Ufurps, and is a ranlc traitor, as e'er breath'd* 
Shall he rule honeft fellows, fuch as we ? 

DUET. 

Van. No pain, or difafter, Ihall make me fay matter 

To Wolfort— 
Hub. Peace, peace man ! 

Van. It goes againft the grain \ 

And, fooner than do't — 
Hub. Till -fober be mute--« 

Van. I'll never more utter a fyllable plain. 

But while I can fpeak, or another glafs take, 
ril drink to the downfall of his ufurpation. 
And pledge the dear man, that feconds my plan, 
^ Till we've not left a drop of good wine in thfi 
nation. 

Hub. Pry^thee tumble to bed, let flecp cool thy head, 
jTherc quench, for to night, the renocm* 
brance of forrow ; 
My hand on't, my boy, that I wake thee to joy. 
To an ocean of tranfport, andlicjuor, tq- 
morrow. 

Van^ No, Til not goto bed, nor in flecp lay my head ; 

In liquor, and mirth, will I bury my forrow | 

To night, filly boy, will I trult for my joy. 

For none but a blockhead depends on to- 

^ morrow. [ExeunU 
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SCENE 11. 

An AUhouft* 
Several Boors Ji/covered^ 

xft. Boor. ComC) EngliQi beer, hoftef^ \ EngKfii 
beer 
By the barrel ! hoftefs* 

Enter Prig and Higgen difguifed^ 

Prig* Will you fee any feats of adlivity ? fomei 
Slight of hand ? legerdemain ? hey ! pafs ! 
Prefto, begone there ! 

2^. Boor* Sit down, juggler. 

Prig. Look you, my honeft friends, you &e my 
Hands— plain dealing is no devil— -lend 
Me fome money — twelve pence a piece will ferve. 

AIL There, there. 

Prig. I thank ye, thank ye heartily : when Ihall I 
pay you ? 

Boort. Ha, ha, ha ! by the mafi, this was. a fine 
trick. 

Uig. This was a rare trick. 

\Jt. Boor. But 'twould be a &r r^r er to rcflore our 
Money. 

Prtg. That's eafily done. I know a trick wcyth 
Twoofthai. 

2d. Boor. Ay ! let us fee it. 

Prig. You ihall. 

You fee this cup ; 'tis full ; now what 
Will you fay, if I bring this liquor 
Under my hat ? 

iy?. Boor. That would be a trick. 

Prig. 
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Prig^ ril do't. [Drinks the beer^ then puts his bat ott 
J/?. jBd^r. But whdre's the beer? [his headi 

Prig^ Under my hat. 

jOI Boors^ By this light, fo it is, ha, ha, ha F 

£nter Clause and a Boy, with Brandy. 

Jboy^ Buy any brandy ? any brandy ? ' 
I/?. Bear. Conie, fill, fill, fill— let*s fee— what's this ? 
Boy. A penny. 

I/?. Boar. Fill,( fill till it be fixpcnce. 

Prig. Well dotie, my mafters, drink away* 
Will you have a fojng ? 

i/f. Boor. Ay, good jugglen 
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jfVi[f. Ail neighbours, I pray, to rijy ditty attend. 

On words and fair looks who are apt to depend ; 
To yourfclves you muft truft fortune's favour to? 

keep. 
For the promife of friends is a garaic at bo-peep^ 

When dangiiiig whole days for a fight of his grace^ 

^o challenge a debt, or folicit a place j 

£very morning you're told the reward you fhall 

reap. 
While bis honour (Lord tote bim !) is playing 

bo-peep. 

The maiden of fifty, at church you may fpy j 
How fhe fcrews up her muicles, and cafts down 

her eye; 
Tho' her thoughts on devotion feem ever fo deep, 
'Twcen the flicks of her fan flic is playing bo-peep. 

X Tb« 



A COMIC OPERA. 25 

The rake prone to promife, to fwear, and to lie ; 
The prude, who at he-things is ready to die ; 
The coquette, who no humour a moment will 

keep, 
Tho' differing in outnner^ all play at bo-peep. 

Then blame not my arts, nor accufe me of wrong, 
Tho' Inftead of your money I give you a fong j 
For at leaft from my rhymes this inflrudion you 

reap. 
That the bu(ine& of life is a game at bq-peep. 

Jll Bacrs, Ha, ha, ha I huzza ! 

Enter HEMPSKikKE. 

Hemp, Good even, my honeft fellows I 
Vo*i're merry here, I fee. 
What haft thou, brandy I 

Boy. Yes, fir. 

Hemp* Fill out then, and give thefe honeft fellows » 

Boors. We thank you. 

Hemp. May I fpeak a word in private to ye ? 
X have a bufinefs for ye, honeft friends. 
If ye dare lend your help, (hall get ye crowns. 

ij. Boor. Whatis't, fir? 
If it be any thing to purchafe money. 
Command us. 

Hemp. You know the young fpruce merchant here la 
Bruges. 

arf. Who ? mafter Harrol ? 

Claufe. Ha ! lead me a little nearer, boy. lAfidtm 

Hemp. Ay, he owes me money. 
And in the town there is no ftirring him. 

Claufe. How's this ? [jtfide. 

Hemp. Even at this hour, upon a fure appointment. 
He meets me, weft o' jth' town, by the chace*fide. 
Under the row of oaks — you know it I 

D Boors, 
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foors. Yes, fir. 
htnb. Thiiffci {f ye itkt but venwre^ 
When 1 fliall giv^tht word, to feirc upon him, 
iHere's twenty pounds. 

Boors. We'll do it, fir, depend on't. 
Hemp. If he refift, down If^ith liim, have no mercy.r 
Claufe. Say ye fo ? ^jfjide^ 

Hemp, To acquit ydu, 
I have a Warrant here about mc, 

3^. Boor. Here's otir warrant— thfe catfi^ fire i' th^ 

tail. ' 

Hemp. Away with mc then, JFor the time drsTws on. 

[Exit with boors*' 
Claufe. Vm blcfe'd to have heard this ! 
Sut 1 Iball roar your plotting — follow, boy. lExeunt.. 



SCENE IIL 

The Chaa. 

Enter HarroI. 

Bar. This is the place his thall^ft^c cttll'd rile toy 
Nor let it at this time be deemed uhhappy-^ 
Forlet me fall before my foe i' ih' field. 
Not at the bar before my creditors. 
Thofe hungry wretches foon wiU have thfefr wi(h ^ 
^o Mvind b'ows fair yet — nofctiirn 6f monies-. 
To-morrow, with the fun-fet, fets my ctedit. 
My virtuous love is loft loo-— all I have beeih, 
N6 more hereafter to be feen than ftwdbwv 
And yet be firm, my hcartr 
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Tiio* round my treafur'd hopes engage^ 

In madd'ning tumult, fea, and winuf 
Yet coward doubt^ or dzxif. prefag;e. 

In vain aflault my conftant fpind* 
Oh ! aid me. Virtue, to purfue 

Thy guidance, andfr^fisrve my breaftf 
Tp ^he^ to layc, to glory trqc, 

rU dauntlefs leave to f^te the reji;. 

jSrtter H^mpskirke. 

H'as kept U15 word. Now, fir, your fword's tongue 

only. 
Loud as yo)f dare — all ot^er language-<^ 

You (hall not long be troubled, drawv 

Har. *Ti« dpn.e, ^i^c] po\p-^ 

Hemp,^ Now ! 
[Enter hoon^ {iti{i fij^e fjgxrolv then en\er heggari^ tf^' 

nkafe hini^ 0n4 t^if^ c^tive the boqrs^ and Hfrnp-^ 

Jkirke.] 

Hear. What thefe men are, I know not; nor for 
what caufe 
They thus fhould tfaru^ thepfdyes into my danger^ 
Can I imagine ; but, kind Heaven,. I thank thee; 
J hope thou haft ci^rery'cj {xie for an end 
Fit for thy creature, worthy of thy honour, 

E^er Clause^ 

Claufe, Blefling^ «pon yoUa mafter ! 

Har, Thank you, leave me; 

For, by my trotyl, Tye nothing now to give thee. 

Claufe, Indeed, I dpn't afk, Tir ; only it grieves me 
To fee you look fo fad —now goodnefs keep you 
Froo) troubles in your mind ! why look you fo ? 

D % Har. 
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Har. Faith, thou mud lofe thy mafter. 

Ckufe. V6 rather lofe my life, fir : would I knew— . 

Har. What would the knowledge profit thee ? io 
miferable 
Thou canft not help thyfelf ? 

Claufe* You do not know, fir. 
What I can dd; cures for our cares rometimes 
riow whence we leaft expeft *em« 

Har. I know thy good will ; 
But, farewell, Claufe, and pray for thy poor mailer. 

Claujk. I cannot leave you. 

Har. How ! 

Claufe. I dare not leave you, Qr ; I muft not leave 
you; 
And, till you beat me dead, I will not leave you* 
By all you hold moft precious, good fir, tell me 
The caufe of this your grief; my mind fiiggefts. 
That fomething*s in my power may eafe you of it. 

Har. In thy power, honeft Claufe ! Yet I will tell 
thee : 
A hundred thoufand crowns, upon my credit, 
Ta'en up of merchants to fijpply my trafEcks j 
'The winds and weather envying my fortune. 
And no return to help me off appearing—* 
What will betide me, think'ft thou ? 

AIR. 

How wilt thou fiipport the fight^ 

When to-morrow. 

Sunk in forrow, 
Robb'd of all his profpeds bright^ 
Thou thy mafter (halt behold, 
Ip aprifon dark and cold ? 

Clciufe. I cannot blame your grief, fir« 
iiVr, Now, what fay'ft thou i 

Claufi^ 
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Claufe. I fay you fliould not (htink ; for he who gave 
you 
Can give you more ; his power can bring you oiF: 
When friends and all forfake you, ftill he fees you. 

Hor. There's all my hope# 

Claufe. Hope ftill, fir — are you ty'd 

Within the compafs of a day, good mafter. 
To pay this mafs of money ? 

Har. Even to-morrow. 

Claufe. Will no lefs fcrve ? 

Har. What if it would ? 

Claufe, Your patience ! 

I <3o not a(k to mock you ; 'tis a great fum ; 
A fum for mighty men to ft art and paufe at. 
But not for honeft — have you no friends left. 
None, who have felt your bounty, worth this duty? 

Har^ Duty i they know it nor. 

Claufe. It is a duty, •. 

And as a duty from thofemen you've fuccour*4!^ 
Should be return'd again. I have gain'd by you 
A daily alms, thefe ievcn years' ihower'd upcSi me. 
Will half fupply'your want ? 

Har. Oh ! that I had it ! yet why doft thou fool me? 
Canft thou work miracles ? 

Claufe. To fave my mailer^ 

I can work this. Pull up your fpirit, fir. 
Your good, your honeft, and your noble (pirit; 
For if the fortunes of ten thoufand people 
Can fave vou, reft aflured : you have forgot 
The good you did me in the power you gave me ; 
Now ihall you know the king of beggar's treafur«; 
And let the winds blow as they lift, the feas roar. 
Within an hour, here (hall you find your harbour. 
Thejpy of giving, my thrice gracious nnafter. 
In all its niceft fenfe you've oft explor'd ; 
Sut fay, what think you, is his joy, whofe power 
And will unite to raife his benefaSor, 
Should rude misfortune fink him f 

Har. Xbc fupremc 

Pf earthly happinefs. 

Claufe. 
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Claufe. Enough. 

Ere night dcfcend, that happinefs (hall be mine ; 
So pafs in peace, my beft, my wqrthieft mafter. 

l^Exit Clayfe. 

Har^ Honeft creature ? 
Such virtuous tranfport is the goodly charter^ 
The native and peculiar heritage 
Of human nice, born, faihion'd to receive. 
And to repay by feelings fo refin'd ; 
*Tis more, far more, than language can cxprcfs. 
Yet all creation fpeaks it* 

A I R. 

• Go traverfe the field and the grove. 
Examine the grain and the flower. 
How houriih'd and cheer'd by the dew ! 
How beautiful after a ihow^f • 

To the power who gave them to fliine. 
Ah ! tell me, what feem they to fay f 

We flourifli In duty.tQ you. 

That you may approve us af ^ g9y* 

We teenj with inisreafe an^ dplight, * 
.To honour the (burce pf Qur bi|(h % 

For this are wc rich in the ggl(9. 
For this are wc proud cm the e^rth, 

Of diairtrc^rure, fo free, fodiSaf^* 
Sweet emblems ! how w«}l th^ y import 

The fullness of pl^afure aad pi:ide> 
When gratitude fpringfi \x\ the he^t ! \R»lu 
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^ SCENE IV. 

il4 tV'cad and Bujh. 
Ent^ HuMRT, in a HumtsmaK's Dttfi. 

Hub. Thus have I ftorn away digulsM from 
Hetnpfkirke, 
To found thefc people, for my heart yet tells mc 
Some of thefe beggars are tlie^ men I look for. 
Thus fure they cannot know me or fufpedl me ; 
This is the wood they live in, wfcct^ till Fortune 
Crown me wirh that I feekj Til dv^ll ainbttg them.— 
They coifte---I*H couch awhile, and mark «ny tiA«f. 

{Retires.^ 

Bnfir BeoGARs and Bo<»r8. 

Prig* Come bring 'em out— That ye are rogues 
I take it is confefs'd. 

Boors, We are roguesi fir. 

Pfig. Anfd why did ft this upon the ^t^fsc pcfkn 
Of ou^ ftbod HKiAer i Were ye drunk, when ye 
Didit? 

Boors. Yes indeed were we. 

Pr^. Ye fliadl be beaten 6>ber* 

Hig. His not the genlthman {pmy Ynark this^iioint 
Brotb«r frig) i^M ti^Me ^tkmiin reliev^d ft 
Often, found ye X»kM^ CD live bjs «i^oyii^g 
Some at fea, fome here, fome there^ according 
To your callings ? 

Boors. *Tis mod true, fir. 

Hig. And Is ye 4fe true f afeals, teU me tnit * 
This — Have ye nW 'been delink efimittc 
His«hi(rge7 

Mom. 
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Boors. Often, often. 

JJig. There's the point : then, they have caft then-* 
felves 
Brother Prig. 

Prig. A {hrewd point, brother ? Can ye db thefc 
things, ye moft abominable rafcals, ye turnip-eating 
knaves ? 

Boors, We are truly forry. 

Prig* Knock at your hard hearts, rogues, and pre- 
fently give us a fign you feel coaipunftion. Now 
bear your fentence« 

AIR. 

In revenge of this deed 

This award is decreed^ 
^bat each villain {hall punifli his brother; 

With a fmack and a thwack 

Upon fides, head, and back. 
Fall aboard^ fall aboard one another. 

[Boors beat off each other, J 

During it^ enter Claufe. • 

Claufe. So, fo, I fee the punifliment you've laid 
Upon your prifoner- rogues — 'twas well conducted. 
What of the gentleman, the rafcal gentleman, 
Who fct 'em on ? 

Prig. We h'aviehim clofe confin'd, fir ; and in thfe 
Paper, which we found upon him, you may^ 
So pleafe you, found the bottom of their knavery* 

Claufe. But foft-— who have we hej:e ? 

Enter Hubert. 

Huh. GooS even, my honeft friends ! ' 
Claufe. Good even, good fellow 1 
Hub* May a poor huntfman, with a merry hearf^ 
Get leave to live among ye? trde as fteel^ boys9 

I That 



"fiidt knows all chaces, and can watch all hours ; 
And with my qoirter-ftaff, if the devil fay, ftand. 
Deal fuch an alms, Ihall make him roai* dgain. 
Rouzc you the lofty ftag, and^ with my bell-horn, 
King him a knells that all the woods Aall mourn him* 



AIR. 

1 rbuxe the gtoie with bound and horif^ 
With chearful cried I wake the morit^ 
That rifing with her rofy faCc, 
£fl^oys the glory, of the chace; 
See! the f>^ift ftag flies o'er the grounds 
And hilk, and dkles, and Woods refound } 
While health and joy lead on the train, . 
Provoke the chace^ and fcour the plain^ 
And join the jovial huntfman^s crics^ 
Till the ftout prey, o'ertaken, dies. 

blaufck A gobdiy fellow ; if we take thee to usj 
ibto our clai^^ dar'ft thoU be true • to us f . 

Prig. Ay, and obedient too ? 

Hub. As you had bred me. 

Claufe. Anfwer ihe this* 

As earnell of thy faith and tefolutiod^ 
Wilt thou undiertake to keep a rafcal prifoner ? 
One who bafejy contriv'd t6 undermine 
A noble life, dear to the date and us i 

Hub. I Can, an4 will, dr. 

Prig. What learh you of him, fir? 

Ciaufi. This paper fays his name is Hempfkirke^ 
A follower of eirl Wolfort's— 

Jfoi. Hemplkirke — a villain ! [AJiie. 

Claufe. Sent a fpy-kn^ve, to find out certain gentle- 
men ; 
Whona, 'feould he find, if failing by perfuafiort 
To bring 'em back> by poifon todifpatch 'cm. 

E Hub. 
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Hub. Indeed ! [JfuU. 

Ckufi* One Hubert too is join'd in the defign | 
But for an honeft end, fo it appeari, 
Whooi) when be has done his fervice, Heaipflcirkehere 
Is charg'd to kill, for he is fet down dangerous. 
Would I might fee that Hubert ! \Afidi. 

Hub. Treacherous rafcal ! \jljide. 

Sir, let me have him, venture, fir, to truft me; 
For I have kept wild dogs, and beafts for wonder. 
And made 'em tame too-^give into my cuftody 
This crafty villain, I (hall hamper him— - 
O! he fmells rank o'th' rafcal! 

Claufe. You fhall have bim« 

But if he Ycape 

Hub. Hang me, fir, in his ftead ! 

Claufe. 'Tis well ; we take you to our favour : firft^ 
According to your antient forms, enlift him 
Into your brotherhood — and then proceed we 
Unanimous to bufinefs. 



AIR. TRIO. 

Prig. Yet ere you're admitted to live as we, 
Anfwer us bold twice queftions three. 

Hub. Expound to me fpeedilv what they are. 

Then hear me my anfwer with truth declare. 

Prig. Firft, can you fteal well ? 

Hub. Featly, featly J 

Hig. VenYon, and dreis it ? 

Hub. Neatly, neatly f 

Prig. Eat it when done fo ? 

Hub. Swc;ctly, fweedy ! 

Hig^V The anfwer is honeft, bold and fair. 
Prig. J So bow to the king, for his fubjed yoi| ve.' 

Hig. 
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Hig. Next, can you drinlc well ? 

Hub. Gtiggly, gaggly ! 

Prig. Treat a fair wench well ? 

Hub. Smugly, finugly! 

Hig. Kifs her on draw too ? 

Hub. ^ Snugly, fiiugly I • 

^^^l*\ Theanfwcr ishoncft, bold, and &ir, 
Hig. I So bow to the king, for his fubjed you are«^ 

JllBeg. Youranfwers arc honeft, bold, and fair. 

So frolick with us, for our brother you are. '* 

' [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

Changes to the TowUm 

Ef^iT Harrol and/our Merchants. 

Har. Why, firs, 'tis but a week more I intreat. 
But feven fbort days-^I am not running from ye, 
Nor^ if ye give me patience, is it poffible ' 
All my adventures fail ; you have Ihips abroad 
Endure the beating both of wind and weather. 
I'm fure 'twould vex your hearts to be procefted^ 
Y'are all fair merdiaiits— 

ifi. Mer. , . Yes, and mufl have fiiir play. 

There is no living here elfe— one hour's failing,/ 
Fails us of all our friends. 

Har. No mercy in you I 

7.d.Mtr. 'Tisfbolilh to depend oh other's mercy— 
You haveliv'd here in lord-like prodigality. 
And now you find what 'tis : the liberal fpending 
The fummer of your youth, which you (hould glean in. 
Hath brought this bitter ftormy winter on you^ 
.4^ noW you cry, Alas ! 

E > 3^. Mer^ 



2$ Thjt royal merchant, 

3</. Mer* Before your poverty, 

We were no men, of no efteem, no credit; 
You flood alone ; topk up ait trade ^ all bufiRefs— ? * 
tiOt-dv bow the worM*s chang'd with you I now I |>ppe 
We (hall have fcarroom.' 

Har. . Jsmymifery 

Become my fcorn' too ? have ye no humanity ? ' " 
No part of n^ea. left \ and are all my bounties 
To you and to the town, turp'd to reproaches ? 

4/A. Met- Well, giet your monies ready— ypuVc M\x% 
fewhoursi 
Wc (hall prpteft yoii elfe, and fiiddenly. 

Har. But two days! 

J/?. 14^r* Not an hour — you know the hazard. 

[Exeunt Merchants^ 

Har. Why then if I mu^ fall— y<Jt <;an it be ? ' ' 
Will even the elements contpi re againft me. 
To the deftrudipn of my promis'd fortunes^ 
lily cv^ry hope at'once i 

AIR. 

' . ^ /'•; ,/ , -^ 
Qb I xmld'ft t))PU Ir<iow, uu^n^ant f^lAdi , ' ' 

What I tOitbee confide^ 
Thbt'W#Al(b> ai¥} ^»VQ> and liff^ cpipbiA^d^ 

All on thy piiiion^^ride ij 
Tbbu fiijjrfy w>wld'ft aufpicicws Jjrpyc, 
yVufpicious to my truth an4 Ioy!|» i . . . .1' 

Ye, fcaSt. J truft ypm: widiP-^ftretcl^fd; ^rinsi - 

And ranfack India's n^|^> :. ; : 

For hqr alone, v?bofe-polifli'd charms 

Gently tbenj .ah! g^fitly move, 

^nd w4ftmew^}(h> afidlife, ^nd Ibvp.! 



Eni^ 
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Claufe. Good fortan^, ffiafter ! * • 

Har. Thou roiftak^ tfte, Claufc- 

J am not worth thy Uefling; 

Claiife. ' ' Still a fad man I ^ \ 

No belief, gentl6 maftcr ' bring it in then,i 

And now believe your headman.' 



' fnter iwb Porters with bap, 

Har, _• Is this cettain ? 

Dr doft thou work upon my troubled fenfe ? ; 

Clau. *Ti$goId, fir— rgold, good matter, . 

Take it, ancl try it; 

Har. Can there he yet this bl«$ng i 

Clau. * ' ' Ceafc your wonder. 

There's your full fumi an hvmdred thQufand crowns ; 
jSo, good fwc^t mafter, now be merry ; pay *cm. 
Pay the poor pelting koavo^r tb;u; know not goodnels. 
And cheer your heart up. 

Haf^ • TellmcthoV good.C^lauf^ 

How cam^ft tHpu by this mighty fum i if naughtily, . 
I muft not take it of thee — ^willundomc. 

Clau.'Y^^T notr— you have it by as honeft liieaps /.. 
As tho* yoi^rTathet gav« it. . Sir^ yqm knowqpjt „ - 
To \*hat a mafs the litple we gipt d^ily 
Mounts in fcven years— Wc "beg it* for Hc^veh** 

charity. 
And to the fame good w^ afe t|ound to render it. 

Har. What great frt*Orit^ ? * 

Clau. ., . . Ajrajr:With that fit I > . - 

Were yoU not more than all tne ip^A.in Brii|^i^? , 
And all thji mpncy, in my thoughts-^-— « 



Har. 
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yac. No fiire, I never faw you - 
Oh ! what a joy he .brings iiie ! ■ ■ [AJide* 

I muft be married to-morrow to a cap{ter. 

flub. Muft you» my fwjeiet ? and floes the .capp^f 
love you? 

^tfc. Yes, yc8, hc*ll give me pyej aild look in my 
eyes thus. 
*Tis he, 'tis naV dear love— Oh haptiy fortune ! [:/tJidei 

ftui. How fain (be Would eoiicclal nerfelf^ yet cannot. 
Til try to humour her in this her wildnefs. {Aftdin 

To make my hopes more pcrfedl, will you love me. 
And leSive that ^an ? I*U wait you thro* the vale, . 
And make you dainty noiegays^ 

Jac. ^ And where will .you. put ^em, ? 

Mub. Here in thy bofom, Afreet, and msike a crowiY 
Of Ullies for thy bead^ 

Jac. And will you Jove ipe ? 'Deed ! la \ 

jkub^ With all my heart* . 

Jac* Call me to-morrow then* 

We^ll have brave cheer, and go to church tbgetberi 

AIR. 

2%/ Whrdsfiom Shakefpear's Poms. 

jfae^ Come live with rac,. and be my love^ 
And we will all thepleafures ptove 
That hill and valley, dale and field. 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 

JHtt^. A belt of ftraw^ and ivy buds, > 
With coral dafps, land amber ftuds^ 
And ev'ry flower that fcents the grovtf 
Shall yield its fweets to deck my lovc;^ 

^ati At noontide blaze our &at ihall bi. 
Over fame river in a tree. 
Where filver fands and pebbles fitig 
Eternal ditties to the fpring. 

Hub. 
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-fl«J. In bowers of laurd trimly (fight 
Will we outwear the filent night. 
While Flora bufy is to fpread 
Her richeft treaftirc o'er our berf. 

yac. If thefe delights thy miad-c^n move. 

Then live with me, and be my love. 
Hub. Yes, thefe del%hts my mii»i will move 

Vll live with thee and be thy love. 

yac. Give you good even, fir. 

Hub. One word more, faired; ; 

Did you e*er know a maid call*d Jaculin ? 

yac. Oh, Tm difcover'd ! [Jfide. 

Hub. 'Tis (he— now Tm certain [JjSiU» 

They are all here--^Tiirn, turn thee, lovely maid, 
Thy Hubert fpeaks to thee^ 

yac. Alas, I fear*— ^ 

Why thus difguifi'd ? 

Hub. For juftke and for love j 

Thou muft affift the means ■ > .i " 
yVs we pafs on, ri) tell thee all my purpofe* 

yac. And may I truft thee ? 

Hub. ' As thine own foul. 

yac. . Still true ? 

Jiub. And will rieipaiA j(b, • ^ 

Heaven fcorn me clfc f 

A I R ^«i D U E T. 

yac. Long in forrow's (hade I fat. 

Drooping like the chill-nipt flower. 
Let not then the worm deceit. 
This my new-blown hope devour* 

# 

Hub. Fear no more the wintry blad. 
Bleak afflidion's ftorm is paft ; 
Joy his cheering warmth difplays, 
Hafte,. and greet the welcome rays, 

F 7«. 
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Jac. Once again in thee appears 

The promifc of my brighter years. 

Huh* A$ I true and conftant prove^ 
So may I be rich in love ! 

DUET. 

Jdt* True and conftant ever prove 

So (hall I be rich in love* 
Huh. As I true and conftant prove. 

So may I be rich in love ! 



(I 



End of the Siconb Act. 



A COMIC OPERA. 43 



ACT HI. 

SCENE L 

The TOWN. 

Enter Harrol and Vandunk, foUowid by four Merchants. 

ift* AUr* T^ AY, if 'twou'd do you courtefy— 

Fan. J^ Ob, courteous gentlemen ! 

Har. What was'tyou faid i • 

ly?. Mef. If it would do you cpurtefy— 

Har. None at all, fir ; 
Take ft, 'tis your's, there's your ten thoufand for you. 
Give in my bills. 

Fan. You're paid I hope. 

Hot. Your fixtccn-^— 7^ 

3d. Mer. Nay be pleas'd, fir, to make a farther ufe*-^ 

liar. No. 

Fan. No. 

2d. Mer. What 1 have, fir, you may command* 
Pray let me be your fervant. 

Fan. Your fycophant ! 

Put on youriiats. 

OLd. Mer. I have a freight of pepper—— 

Fan. Rot your pepper ! 
. Har. Away-~I care not for your courtefiesy 

They're moft untimely done, and no truth in 'em ; 
Shall 1 truft you again ? There's your feven thoufand. 

i^th. Mer. Or if you want fine fugars, 'liis but 
fending— 

Har. No, I can fend to Barbary-^thofe people. 
Who never yet knew faith, have nobler hearts^ 

[Cannons go offl 
Why are thofe pieces ? 

F 2 Mnfe 
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Enter a Sailor. 

Sail. Healtfa |o the noble merchant ( 

Tb c S ufan is netur n'd . 

Fan. Huzza F 

Hot. Well, failor ? 

Sail. Well, ind rich, fir, 

And now put in, 
ffar. Heaven thoii haft heard mj prayers ! 
Sail. The brave Rebekah, too, bound from the 
l&ti%igbts. 
With the next wind, is ready to put after. 
Fan. MarkthAt. 

Hifr. WlM news o'th' fly boat ? 

Sail, If this wind hold till midoiglit. 
She wi)l he here and wealchy^^^e's fcap'd hkly^ 
Van. And that, ye knaves. 
Hnr. How reaped Ac fiulorF 

Sail. Thus, fir.— She had a fight. 
Seven hours to6;ethe»-, wich fi^ Tvrkilh gallies,. 
And fte fmght bravely, but at length was boardett 
And over laid wi A ftveiigdi ^ when prefendy 
Comes boring up the wind, captain VTannokr, 
That valiant gentleman you redeemed fr<oii prifoow 
He knew t^e ^aK, fet in, mid fett^^t it braveiy. 
Beat all the gallies off, funk ihrae, redeemVi her. 
And, 75 a duty Co you, fent iier home. 

Har. An honeft, noble captain, and a gratefid« 
Van. And this is lie y<m wouM have hang'd. 
But that it did not fuit your interpft. 

{7# the 4tb merdmkt.r 
Har. lire's 4at thy gopd newt, hoostt failor I 
Vim.. And there — ^jo drink the capui«'s health-*- 
Drfnk till chou drown thyfeiif. 

SaiU 1 thank yottrhisinty. 

And HI do*^ to H dort, fir. 

(^jtV$ajlor. 
ift. Merth^ What miracles are j^our'd upon this man I 

■ • Wan. 
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Van. jy hy ay-'-*th» ycar^ I hope^ he will fib^- 

For all your cares to catch him. 

2d, Mef, You\nay pleafe, fir. 

To thiuk of your poor fervants in dirplcafttre, 
Whofe all, cafli, merchasidtxe, are at your (iervioe. 

Fan. Lord ! how your notes are chang'd ! Anfwcr 
, iKi^9 kliaves. 
Have ye not ^rftom profited by this mao,. reveU^d at bis 
expeoct ? 

iy?.,jfcfer. Sir, we confeTs'-*-'^**' 

Van^ Dq) thAt ye are all £id wretches^ 

AIR. 

Now coaxing, car^JSog, 

Now vexing, diftreffing. 
As Fortune delights to exalt or confound. 

Her fmile or her frown> 

Sets you up, knocks you down, 
TuraiHg, turning, turning as her wheel goes rdund* 

We fee fey thi* fatnple. 
On tkofe you would trample. 
Whom fortune, hard ^fbrtune, has thrown to the 
ground, 
To thofe rais'd on high, 
• We fawn, fatter, and lie. 
Turning, turning, turning, as her wheel goes 
round* [Exeunt Merchants^ 

Now, fir, go home with me, 

Foryonder*s one has wept, and wailM too long* 

/for* Hqw does (he, fir ? 

Fan. She will be better foon, I hope. 

tiar. Soon! When ? 

Van. Why when you haye her in yiQiir ariQS> my boy > 
This night fhe is your wife* 

X Harm 
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liar: With all my foul, I take her. 

Van. Thou haft been wrong'd, and no more iball mjr 
fervicc 
Wait on the knave, her uncle ; I have heard 
All his baits for my boy, but thou fhalt havcher. 
Haft thou difpatch'd thy bufinefs ? 
• Har. Moft. 

Van. By the mafs. 

Thou tumhleft now in wealth, and I joy in it. 
Thou'rt the beft boy that ever Bruges nurs^xl : 
Thou baft been fad ; Til cheer thee up with fack. 
And when thou'rt lufty, fling thee to thy miftrcfs* v 
I have prepared-— our friends will all be with us«-^ 
Within, my houfe (hall (moak to fee our revels % 
My gardens fhall, with artificial luftre. 
Rival the blaze of day— and true-love garland^ 
Shall clufter every tree throughout the groves* 

AIR. 

The wanton rogue Cupid invites thee, my boy j 
He calls thee to fhare in his frolick and joy j 
A fly pack of archers are joinM in his plav. 
And they dance to the notes of his xounaelay. 
Of hiar merry, merry, &c. 

Hark ! hark ! how glad echpes the carrols repeat. 
How anfwers the turf to the bound of their feet ! 
Their eyes how they twinkle fo roguifhly gay. 
And their dimples keep time to hjs roupdelay. 
To his merry, merry, &c. 

O'er each mount, thro* each path, evVy hook of 

' the'grove,^ 
How they caper and fcamper, conduced by love ! 
Thy hand, my dear boy, and TJl fliew thee the 

way. 
For the mufick of life is love's roundelay. 

Love's merry, merry, &c. [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE n. 

Thitf^ood. 

^nter Clause, mteting Hubert. 

Hub. Old fir, you are well encountered t)ius alone. 
Gerrard I nay, do i>ot ftart nor fear me ; 
I know you, and be knows you that beft loves you« 
Hubert (peaks to yoi|, and you muft be Gerrard, 
The time invites you to it^ 

CUiHfp* Challeng'd thus, I throw allde referve, and 
truft your honour. 
I'm glad to fee you, fir, and I am Gerrard ; 
How fiand our hopes i 

Hub. . Fair, if you now purfuc 'em--* 

Hempfkirke I have let go-^ 

Claufi. Released him ! 

Hub. Ay, fir, 

Guird him and fent him home as a decoy. 
To draw lord Wolfort hither, with his guards. 
To feize (fo heMl exped) all the old lords. 
Who ftood between him and a fafe poflefiion 
Of Flanders' earldom— an hour hence he meets me. 
Weft of the plain, by the broad oak ; what ufe 
I make of thefe proceedings for our ends. 
This paper (hews-*-a counterpart whereof 
I've lodg'din Vandunk's hands, our fworn ally. 
Your comrades come — I'll fall into my duty,, 
And wait your anfwer— the fecret is not yet 
Ripe for their knowledge. (Rittreu 



Enter 
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Enter Prig, Higgen, Ginks, Snap, and Fekkzt. 

Claufe. Now, what's the news in town ? 

Ginks. No news but joy, "fir. 
Everyman wooing of ^he noble. merchant. 
Who fends his hearty commendations to you. 

Fer. Yes, this is news, this night he's to be married. 

Prig. By the mafs, that*« true, be mairics Vandunk's 
daughter, 
The^lairtty bfack-cy'd Dell. - 

Claufe. Married to Vandunk's daoghtfff 

Ginks. 'Tis very truej fir. 

Hig. Oh the pies! the piping hot mince piest 

Prig, The fine fat poultry ! 

Hig. For one leg oi a goofe now, would I ventttre 
A limb, boys ! 1 love a fat goofe a« I Jove 
Allegiance ; but,, hark ye, brother Prig, fcall we 
Do nothing in the Yorefaid wedding ? there's money 
To be got, and meat too, I take it. 
What think you of a morris ? 

Claufe. To Vandunk's daughter ! no, he muft not 
marry. 

Prig. A morris !— No, by no means, that goes no. 
farther than the ftrect, 
There leaves us ; now we muft think ^offomething 
That may draw ut into the bowels of it, into the 
Buttery, the kitchen, and the cellar— fometbin^ 
Which that old jolly burgomaftcr loves— what 
Think you of a wafTail ? 

Hig. , I think worthily. 

Then will I make a fpeech, and a brave one. 
In praife of merchants. 

Prig. And I'll fo roar 

Catches. of glee, and wedding ibngs, the notes 
Shall make the glafifes totter 'gainft each other. 
And gingle into chorus. 

Claufe, I do rejoice in it— 'tispaffing well. l^oHub. 

Hub. 
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Huh. An hour hence-— 

Claa/e. Fll be ready. 

Huh, Thefe our comrades 
1 have efpecial need of. 

Claufe. They are yours. 

t (hall give order — hear me, all ; keep irt. 
Till this your huntfman call ye forth, then do 
His bidding faithfully — till he appear^ 
No man flir hence, I charge ye.- 
^ Prig. Not to the wedding, fir ? 

i^laufi^ Not any where. - . 

Hig. The wedding muft befeen, fir; we wantme^t) 
We're horribly out of meat. 

Claufc. Not a word more — obey. 

[Exeunt Chufe and Hub. 

Prig. T^ay, an there be a wedding, and V7e (hut 
out—- 

A i ^. 



D ! farewel the fcafon'd duck. 
The well-ftufTd levVet's fmell, 
^ig. The pheafant high with bacon ftuckj^ 
Plump partridge, Oh ! fareweL 

Prig. Oh ! farewel the proud firloin. 
Where floods 6f gravy dwell ; 

Hig. The turkey fair, the fav'ry chine, 
IbidyeallfateWel]! 



G SCENE* 
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S C £ N E m. 
Tbi Sna. 
Enter two young Me^rchants* 

ijl. Mer. Well met) fij- ! you are for thu noble wcd^ 
ding* 

^d. Mer. I am^ fir ; fo areyoa» I take it. 

lA Mm Yes 5 

And much itghds.nje) that to do him fervicc». 
Wlio is the pride and honour of our trade. 
We meet thus happily. 

%i* Mir. He's a noble fellow ! 

And well deferves a briderof ib iQuch beauty. 

\ft. Mir. She's paffiiig fair indeed \ long may their 
loves 
Continue like themfdy9»il>^rpi;iDg of fwe0tniers>! 
All the young i|ierchaot3 will t»0 here^ oq do^ibt. 
For be who.cQmejsaQt. ta attend. this weddings 
The curfe of a moft blii»d oQe fall upon biio» 
A loud wife and a lazy I Here comes Claufe* 

BMn' CiiAqs6» ^ 

2</. Mir. How now (ClauA ! you aie come to fee 
your matter 
In all his joy— 'tis honeftly done of you— 
And here he comes. 

Enter Harroi. 

Har. Stand at the door, my friends ! 
t pray walk^ in— there's a youbg lady, who 
Will bid ye welcometi 

\Jl. Mer. 
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%JI. Mtr. Wc^njoy yourhappincfs, \Ex. Merchants. 

Har. Claufe, nobly welcome ! 
My boneft, my beft friend I I have been careful 
To fee thy monies duly plac'd in— — 

Clau/e. . SiRi 

No doubt you have j that brought tnenol-^D^you klft)W 
This ring again ? 

Har. 'Tis tbfct thou bad'ft of me. 

Claufe, And do you recoHedb the boon you piomisMt 
On the return of this ? 

':ar. Yes, and I grant it, 

Be't what it may, within my {>ower. 

Clnufe. You are not married yet ? 

Har. No. 

Claufe. F^ithi I (hall a(k you that which will difturb 

But I mult put you to your promife. 

Har. 1)0^^ 

And if I faint, or flinch in*t— — 

Claufe. Wtflfcld, itiafier; 

And yet it j^rteres me too-^and yet it muft be— 

Har. Pr'ythee, diAtuft me ttot. 

Claufe. Yott mnft not tMWj*^ 

That's part o* th* potter y6a gave me ;•— to com^kat it. 
You niuft depart fbrthwith, and fblW me. 

Har. Not maYty, Cluufe ! 

daufe. Not, if you keep your pmmiffe; 
^ Har. Pir'ythee, think beuer-^doft thou fear her hih 
^ nefty? 

tSlaufi. Chafie, chuftdaiioe^ Irioubtnot. 

ClMife. ^ That tlloiir'd. 

Give me thy reafon. 

Claufi. ImaiyiiotiiMrdlfcova-* 

Har. Muft not marry! . 
Shall I break now, when <he poor heart ia pawned ? 
When all my preparation*— 

Claufi. Now or never* 

H(^. Can'ftbc focrucH 
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Claufe. You may break your word^ Gf^ 

But never more in nay thought appear honeft. 
HarJ^ Didft thou e'er fee her ? 
Claufe. No, fir. 

liar. Ob ! Claufe^ flie's fuch a wonder--? 

Her air is all elegant grace, 

All^delicate fweetnefs her mien^ 
In each featiire, each tiirti of her iace^ 

What millions of beauties are feen ! 
.Hereyebeam$theluftre of truth, 

Her fmiJc is the witchVy of 4ove ; 
And her words — Oh ! as kindly and Toothy 

As zephyrs enriching the grave. 

Chuffs You make me fad, fur. 

liuh.^ Pr*ytbee,. then, good Claufcj 

Take a friend's heart, and feel what mifery 
Awaits me, J if 1 lofc her. 

Clauji. Mydearmafter, 

"Take you a npble heart, and keep your promife : 
I forfook afl I had, to make you happy. 
She comes ; now. bear the trial like ypurfelf, 
A good and conilant man ; in the dark walk 
Of aged elms, that opens to the plain^ 
1 wait you. with ippatiejnce — you muft follow- [•fif<'?« 

Har. Hard heart, I will f for haft thou not rjr 
deem'd me 
From deepeft woe?, and fhall I dare deny ? 
Yet my dear Gertrude , ^ . j 



Enlit 
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£nter Gertrude. 



Ger, Harrol ! — in affli<aion ! 

)Lord of my heart and hopes, look up ! Explain ' 
What enviousclpud has darkened o'er the hour^ 
Thou hadft fet down the brighteft of thy life i 
J^ay , anfwer me in words^ — Thofe filent fighs 
Import a grief mp& mighty. 

Har. We muft part, 

pertude, we muft — this hour— r 

Ger* What voice enjoins. 

What pQwer commands us ? Have not our chafte lovci^ 
Been fuch as angels might approve ? Say then 
What earthly bidding— 

Har. . But we meet again-— 

I truft wefhall— .for furcly honeft Claufe 

Ger. Claufe ! 
Is he the ruler of Harrol's deftiny ? 

Har, Some wond'rou3 fecret 

Is lab'ring in his breaft ; with earneft look. 
Yet melting while it aw'd, even now he bade am 
In the dark row of elmS attend his councils. 
l3y oath, by duty, gratitude and honour 
Solemnly bound, what can thy Harrol do? 

Ger. /or ever muft we part? 

Har. That power, whofmtles 

On conftant loye, will yet, I hope, preferve us, 
Preferve us for each other ! My beft life, 
Myfaulj adiev.!. While Harrol lives, 'his heart 
Is thine alone — once more !-— And muft I leave 
Such worth and fwectnefs ? Tyrant, tyrant honour ! 



AIR. 
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AIR. 



Thu^ the wi(h'd«-for port in vi«Wj 
Thunders burft— and tempefts rifej 
Tob*d by bUlows— tjorn by winds. 
Far away the yeSe! 4ies 1 

Vain the wretched Teaman's prayer ! 

AH is darknefsf a!l defpair ! 

Qtr. Then am T loft f It is no trivial woe. 
That (hakes his fteady mind-— What can it be ? 
Wrought from me by a beggar I at a time 
That moft flioa'd fetter him ' But why atiempt 
Vainly to reafon ! No— to the waHc of elms 
111 trace his fteps — darknefs and night are thii^s 
For vicious minds to dread.. B^'t mine to (hew 
How much fi virtuous paffion can infpirei 



AIR, 

If thy too emel bow be bent 

Stern Fate, to wound my HarroI*s beart^ 
Ob f change for once thy dire intent. 

And in my bofom plunge the dart* ' 

The happy means fo may I prove 
To flnFe my lord;; my life, my love, [E^fi^^ 



-•J 
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S C E N E IV. 

Changes to tUBv^H^ 

BntiT Hubert) mMi b Lettiri and the Beggtrs^ tn 
with a Torch . 

Huh. Tread Toft, and watchfuL 

Hlg. But what's the aSion we ut for now ? ha ! 

Robbing a Ripper af hia fi(h ? 

Prig^ Or taking a poulterer priifoacr without ranfom I 
Hig. Or cutting off a convoy of butter ? 

Or furprifing a boor's ken for grunting cheats I 

Prig. Or cackling cheats i Oh I could drive a regi- 
ment 

Ofgeefe before me^ueh a night as this, ten leagues. 

With my hat and ftafF,, and not a hifs heard, nor 

A wing of all my troops dMbsder'd* 

Huh. So far my hopes are fair I 

Hig. LetOMT alone with the fiuuner^A dog, if vou 

have a mind to the cheefe-Ioft— 'tts but thus--«-and nc*t 

ftiifcnc'd maftiS^ diiniojpliealyre* 
Huh. Wou'd it might pleafe you to be fiientt 
H^. Mum! 

Huh. Now, boys, for your allegiance ! Be careful > 

It ftoM. aakr fovtunes fiac ye ! . 
Prig. Doubt us not, boy. 
Huh. You heed not a^few finratcbes-f 

Prig^ No^ norfarnifts iit the icrYiGe.of our maflerv 
Huh. 'Tis bravely faid — Lead on to the dark kovd^ : 

That ftands hard by under tftr UiAq£ &d I 

TShoK will I foUoMP ftraight-'4Hid gm yeaU 

Your full inftciifHoaa^. 

Prig. 'Tis enough— liie'rcgaBfls^ [E^attA- 

Huh. My burgomafter aofmcfi aol wilh^— 

Now fiu) the taft. 

z AIR. 
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Glorious omens of fuccefs i 

In my breaft arife ; 
Scorn of danger, fear^ and deatfi^ 

Virtuous hope fuppSies. 

All that panting for the fight^ 

Noble bofoms feel. 
When juftice glows upon the creft. 

And glitters in the fteeK [Ekitj^ 



SCENE V. 

Jtnother Part of the Wond^ 
Enter Gertrude and a BooR^ 

Qer. Lead, if thou think'ft we're right; why doll 
thou make 
Thcfe frequent ftands ? Thou faidft thou knew'ft the! 
way. ^ . 

Boor. Yes, miftrefss but fure it grows fomewhal 
pretty dark. 

Ger. What then? 

Boor. Nay, nothings— don't think I'm afraid, altho' 
|>erbap8 you are. 

Ger. I am not-f-Forward 1 

Boor. Sure but you arc—give me your hand— fear 
nothing. Don't pull me backward— What a fweat one 
of us is in I Is it you or I ? 

Ger. What ails the fellow? 

Boor. Harkj I befeech you*-- do you hear nothing \ 
\ Ger. 
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Cer. No. 

Boor. Lift I a wild hog I be gruntS'^now 'cis a bear. 
This wood is full of 'em— and now a^wolfj miftrels ; 
It is the howling of a wolf* 
GiT. Of the wind, coward ! 

Boor. See, there's a ferpent % it has eyes as bread 
as platters ; 
It fpits fire— now itaeeps towards us— »help me 
To fay my prayers^ 

Ger. Why, thou ftrange timorous (bt, canft thou 
Perceive any thing but a poor glow-worm I 

Boor. It may be, 'tis but a poor glow-worm now^ 
But 'twill grow to a fire*drake prefcntly. 

Ger* I have a precious guide in you-^pr*yxhee be 
Refolute, and on. [Hallooing tuitbin. 

Boor. It thunders-^you hear that now« 

Ger. r hear one halloo. 

Boor. No, it's thunder— -and fee^ a flafli of lightening. 
' Are not you ftruck, miftreis i 

Got. What ftrange wonders 

Fear creates in a coward ! Canft thou not move i 

Boor. Nos the earth opens. 

Ger. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. 

Boor. What, will you venture then i ~ 

Got. What fhould I fear i for fooner than return. 
Forward I will alone— my love and conftancy 
Have made me bold^^ where my fate lead^, 1 follow* 

AIR. 

Wrapped clofe from barm in night's deep-folding 

gloom, 
A pilot's friendly c^re, Ob ! facred Love, aflume ; 
When the bright morning ray firft lights the 

op'ning ikies, 
het me my dawning joy behold in Harrol's eyes. 

(Exit. 

Moor. Fortune direA you ! I dare not. 

H AIR. 
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.AIR; 

O ! fii|ht of dread 1 Oh ! nigbt of iroe ( 

How qaii l-tk^f^mhom cw I ^.? 

Turn here— turn there — ^^turn einacy in^tiBtn^ 

I ihiirera^-^*nt<r-*«I die M^tlii^ 

Why di<lltotveiii]r |ie«er6illtf>ip«» 

Mid bnkew^ aod buff, M^tlioras tQ u»m I 

Oh ! night of dn)«d ! Qh f nigbl «f WPC ! * 

How «i»^4 StAyn^hom fktiilpikl 



Enter Wolfortj Hempsksrxe, mii JkiwdastSy 
.: maikToHhiU: 

Hemp^ It wgs thefeltQW^'fiir^^hcthat fliould guide^u$j^ 
The huntfman, that did haHoa us* 

ff^oL B«ft, nisiJce a ftaod, and liften to his next— ha \ 

Hemp. Who goes thcr^ ? 

Boor. Miftrcftj i'ljit^ep. 

i?^;w/>. Mift|:eisT-f-16ok forth, fofdicrs. fE^f^fMers^ 

fFoU What are vpti, firrah^ 

Boor. Truly, all that's left of a poor Bobr by day ; ' 
By night, nobody. Yoja might^have fpar^ your 
Drums and guns, for I am m>ne that will 
Stand out — you rn^y tajce me with a wall^ifl^ofijck. 
And hold me with a packthread; 
\ Hemp. Wh^t woipap ypi&\ you <;airrf to ? 

Boor. Woman ! none fir, 
* JVoL None f did not you name (yti(!N$ i 

Boor. Yes, .butib^y nQWQOTaajrct»diewa8iqha>i^ 

Bic2n oiarried to-night, but iacamc'Clauft, ' 

I'he old lame beggar, and whips up the bridegrGom, 

* Matter 
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Matter Hirrol, mitihii a'rti, J* i Wt* 
Or an old fox w©uI4 f*eep aw»y * t*>mne. 

/ftiw^. SureiHb6uMfc«ft«T- ^ 

Niece! ' • '■ ■ - • '" .. 

G«-. rinmHe«i}»ly1<*, thwftlPta . 

From ill my hows, intomy unck 9 hands. 

TKh vas a hobfe eiitMriW to >«Wr R*t««2> 

That bnuf oq thepoint thai » be «**«*»♦ 

You fliould fuiprife and Jtate n*r. . ^'^ . 

^'•i I Begin, Hem^rke, »Wlfcf«»yfc»*r 
Works io my ends, ■ . t ^, *^.^a ' ;. 

Unto the fcttow, oUr guiae, Who toM fc« rtorefc v 
Liv'd in fome merchant's &«{>«, M OtfMrd did. 
In theold b^gat's i and that.he wQuW Wfe i 

Hift for a train, to call «« <?S*'S*°'^J£^ i tLa Im 

' . . .. aeiink - ■ .^- • ,..' t 

fPik Good ! we fefitou* tomeethiml 
.#f«#, iMTjerfc'sthebaJi^- 
Wiere he appo&ited us.— AliT ttpUt* 
' ^. Who's ther«? . 

j«t^ Kimiiv W »ta»Mh ** Boo**' 

jy«J. AWcnd, thehuBtfthan.^ 
ETMiA Ay, tisne. 

K'l have kept touch, fir^which is the tarl 
now? 
^Si;!^**'^'""' This, my lord. Is the friend 
Hath^erte'en to do us this g««/erv>ce. 
* 'J**, t* fliall be worth his lotdfcip's thanks anon, 
J know to pitch my toils, drive in my game. 

Ha And 
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And I have don'fe— both VlQttz and his father. 
Old Gerrard ; with lord Arnold^ of Benthuifon, 
Coftin, and Jaculin, young Florcz* fiftcr— 
I have 'em all. 

ffV. Thou fpeak*ft loo much, too happy. 
To carry feith with it. 

Hut. , Why,. I can bring you. 

Where you fliaHfee, and take 'cm. 

ffToi/ We Will double 

Whatever Hcmplkirke then hath promis'd thee. 

Huh. And I'll deferve it treble : what horfe ^ave you i 

JVol An hundred* 

Huh. That*s weP'p-HJivide 

Your force into five fauadrons, for there are 
So many out-lets thro the wood. 
I and four boor* will be your guides herein ; 
And that they ipay be more fccurc, Fll ufc 
' My wonted whoops andhalloos— as I were 
Hunting for ^cmt ...«., ^.. 

fVol. 'Tis ordered well, and rclifhcth the foldier : 
Make the divifion, Hcmpflcirke— you are my charge. 

Fair-one, I'll look to you- "^ , , ^ , . ^ \ 

Gir. Loft ! loft ! undone for ever ! 

[Exiunt fVol H^* Ger. and Guards. 

Boor. Nobody need take care of me, HI take care of 
myfelfnow. ' , [E^fU 

Huh. Now, lads, to the work ! ' ' 

Mind yourinftru^ionsclofe-^and when you hear me 
Wind my horn loud and quick, be that your fignal 
For the great maftcr-ftrofce*. 

Hig^ enough, boy. Conclude it done J [^xawt. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 
A dark Wood. 
. Enter CtAuSB 4ind Ua%vlou 

Cku. By this time, fir, Ihope joQwant no reafon 
Why I break off your iparriage ; for tho' I 
Should, as a fubjea, hold you for my prince 
In general things, it will not yet too far 
JDifcrcdit yout'acknowledg^ me your father. 
And hearken to my ncceffary councils. 

Har. Acknowledge you my; father ! Sir I do— 
And may all peace and comfdrt leave my heart 
When I forget to pay you a fon's duty ! 

Clau. ' I pray you rife— 

And may thofe powers^ who fee, and love this in yo»j 
Keward you for it ! Taught by your cxacnple. 
Having received the rights due to a fether^ * 

I tender you th* allcgiar>cc of a fubjcQ, 
Which, as my prince, accept of. ^ ■ . 

jj^^^ Kneel to me I 

I am your fon, fir, and am prouder far 
To be the fon of fuch diftinguilhy worth, 
(Which Heaven be pleas'd 1 may inherit from yoa> 
Than I e'er could bcof thofe fplendid titles 
Left by my mother, which aflfert my claim 
To Flinders* earldom. 

Clou. Wo believe It. 

fj^f,^ Oh! my lov'd father I 

Before I knew you were fo, natur« taught me 
Ii*in£Hvely, to look upon your wants , , 
Not as a ft^angerV— And, 1 know not howf 
What ypu call'd charity, I thought the pavmcn*- 
Of fomc religious debt nature flood bouna for. 

Cku. 
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Clau. Ceafe, ccafc, my Florcz, At your mother's 
death 
Your tender age,;^nd the titubks bf tftetiiDo 
Making your ftgy in Flanders dangerous, 
(My power alas/ was/mail, PoffifJ/lng none 
But what your gracious f^ofb^s/aVdur gavf mi 
Receiving to her fiat e a private gentleman) 
I fent you into' England, and thertf pl^^ you 
With a brave Flanders merchant, calKd rich HarroI» 
WhO'fome years after iettlh% h«re in Bru§esf ' 
And dying here^ left you his naoae and fi^tupfi^ 
As his reputed fon^ and ftiUiHeceived t>y 
Put now as Flores^ and a prince^ rem^aibcr . 
Your country's and your fubje^'sgeoeriil good 
Muft challenge the mA part in your affe&ioo. 
That fairmaklf whom yoi» cbofe to be yoAif wlAr^ 
Being fo fiur beneath foiiy etenyoifrlof^ 
Muft own the ntaieh ill^ittttod« 

flar.' In dercent. 

Or borrowed glories from dead anceftoK^ 
1 muft acknowledge it--but in her virtueli 
A monarch mi^bi eftcem bimfelf o'erj^aidt 
Were (be his kingdom's price. la tilM idont 
;Be an indulgent father, ii> all (^Ife 
Ufc yc^MT authority 

Enter HyBBkT, Wolfort, HlMpSKiJiiiK, 4I«i^ 

OfRTRUDf • 

Hub. Sir, here are two oi^tbem^ 

The father, and the fon~ihe.fcft you (hatl hkve, ' 
^aMa».Icanr6ti(e/f»n. tX^it. 

Clau. , . Whe^sthis? Wolfort? 

Wol. ^ Ay, ii6p6fior. 

Your coarfe diiguile no longer Can conceal'^ou \ \ _^.\^ 
No further art, for I muft ntl-e jind Oerlard, 
And in this merchant's habit, bne cafi'ij l^orezji 
Who fain would be an earf. ' - ' 

ii(^r. And \9^ wert thou a fiibjea. 
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Gtr. My Harrol turnM ^ prixicp ! 
O ! I am poof er by this fiv t of greatntfs, 
Than all ipy fears. «nd fori 9W« ^vicr foadcme* 

ii/^^r. i/ly GeoiHide! wJ»(nc«2 vviiy 4oJ. fee ycHt 
hcr^l 
O ! think whaf*^ 

^t?/. Stay, fir,-rypa wf W t? day too lie^r bcr ; 
You muft no w^t aioa At thefe clgiie endear.«iQnts» 
Nor iong^fticviv€ fuch bold prpfw)|^tioa I Hcmplkirkf) 
Summon tb« p^S(;f» q( bkK)d. . 
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G/r. inetUng* Oh ! fpare my Harrol ! fpare my love I 
X^t theft flreaii^9g fipOToii^f iQOYf i 

Rcftrain the breath 
• ...That dofips. his death— .. 
Does no good, angel fee my pain, 
, . ^i is it thus we meet again.? 
My Harrol fpeak, 
My heaf twill break—-* v 
.On me* on mc your torments iyreak ; — • 
But fpare my Harrol 1 (pare my Ipve ! 
l^ tkcfe ftreaoiing (brrows move*, 

Har. Ko^--3eath, my Gertrude, can't be half fo 
painful. 
As to ^dboJd t^e4ciiee)» and wade thy tears 
On fuch a fiend— Strike the decifive blow. 
And end our {hames and miferies together. 

^it/vl^bis; is no Gertrude j no no, nor Hqnp- 
(kirkc's niece. 
Nor Vanduak^s da^hter. This is Bertha ! Bertha, 
The heir of JBrabanX» ibc that caus'd the ^ar ; 
Whom I did fteal, during my treaty there 
While you wetc yet a chHd,. to.raile myfeir ; 
Forefedmz th^t thtfi wou^dcaufs a war s thai war 
. ; • ~ Call 
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CaJ/fbr my arm to guide it ; and the viffory 
(mub bopptl, latthiev'd) render my power 
Stub as mghtjrafp tbe earldem~.7bis tbtain'd, 
i meant her fermyuife; thereby to fix 
Mj emptrefure > wbtcb had been done ere ihis^ 
i-iT/A"^'' f"^ tf><^ tbe expeSlatitn 
Jy-Jffherjatber^sdeatbi retarded it, 
-*^>«/, tbejiandingiut of Bruges^ tbbert 
Hempflurkehe bid her, till flje was nearlo«f. 
But Ihe IS hererecover'd.—She is mine, fir/ 
Your merchantfljip may break no*r, I belicTc, 
*or this was one of your beft ventures. 
Uau. Infoleut devil r 

w^* M Hempflcirke, who are thefe ? 

tUtn. More, more, fir. 

Enter Hubert, with Ginks, Ferret «»/ Jacuiik. 

Hub. Lord Arnold of Benthucfen-,this lord Coftin, 
Tills Jaculm, the fifter unto Florez. 
IVoU h\\ found ? Why here's brave game, this is 
fport royal ! o » '- 

This fpot, where they are taken, will t make 
Their place of death.—Difpatch this moment. 

Hub. Or fuppofr, my lord. 
They ftou'd be broken up upon a fcaffdd. 
WiU't not (hew better? * 

Fer, Wretch ! art thou not content thou haft be. 
tray d. 
But thou muft mock us too ? 

^t^' r» .. . ^^^* ^vHotn \ murderer f 
Wol. Hubert \ 

Hemp, Who, this ? 

Ti.^"'^u u u , uu. 7". th" is Hubert, Wolfoit. 
\ hope he has help d himfelf to a tree. 

ff^aU Thefirft, 

The firft of all ; I'm glad again to catch you^ 
1 let you go betore but as a fpy. 

Now, as a fpy I'll treat you. , 
Hub. Nay, then Pil ting my own death's knell. 

» ' ^ Hubert 
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Hubert founds his Horn loud and qukk ; Drum anfwers 
within. Vandunk, JPrig, Higgen, Soldier Sj and all 
the Beggars rujh on^ feize and di/arm Wolfort, Hemp- 
Ikirke, and th^ir Party* 

WoL Betray'd ! . * 

Huh. No, but well caught, and I the buntfman ! 
Now (hall I wind your fail? and Hetnpfkirke'? there ? 

Hig. We have led your fquadrons, fir, where. 
They have torn their legs and faces foundly.. 

Prig, Yes, and run their heads agair>ft trees. , 

Hig. We have filled a pit with your people ^ 
Some with legs, fome with arms broken. 

Prig, And a few necks, I think, are out. 

i//g^/ 'Tis captain Prig, fir. 

Prig* And colonel Higgen. — 

Van, How do you, Wolfort ? Rafcal ! tyrant Wol- 
fort ! 
I fpeak it now above the rofc— and Hempfkirke, 
Rogue-Hemp(kirke I you that have no niece I this lady 
Was ftolen by you, and hid by you; but now 
Refign'd by me to the right owner here— 
Take her, my prince. 

Har. Are then.thefe bleffings real ? 

Ger, And (hall we part no more ? 

Van. I have given her to you twice — now keep her 
better^ 
And thank lord Hubert, who contriv'd our plot. 
And in good Gerrard's name, fent for Vandunk, 
General Vandunk 

Huh. Conqueror Vandunk. 

Van. Ay — thanks to my brave boys here. 



A I R. 
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Great Caefar once rcnown'd in fame, 

For a mighty arm, and a laurell'd brow ; 
With his Venr, Vidi, Vici, came, 

And conquered the world with his row-dow-* 
dow. 

So I a modern Caefar come. 

To make oppreffive tyrants bow ; 
In freedom's caufe I beat my drum. 

And the wood refounds with my row-dow-dow. \ 

Ufupping Wolfort ftrait I fpy. 

Above the rofe I fpeak it now ; 
His coward troops Tve forc'd to fly. 

And the tyrant yields to ray row-dowrdow. 

Fan. Give me my bottle, and fet down the drum j * 

'1*11 fit as judge upon 'em— you ftole the lady, •* 

Claufe. 'Twas like yourfclf, honeft and noble Hu- 
bert f ^ 
Canft thou behold thefe mirrors, all together, H 
Of thy long, fatfe, and bloody ufurpation, | 
And not behold thyfclf, land fo fall down, 
* O'erwhelm'd with forrow, (hame, and penitence ? 

PVoL Who, I repent? ( 

And fay I'm forry ! No— 'tis the fool's language. 
But not for Wolfort. 

Fan. Wolfort, thoii art a devil, and fpeak'ft his lan- 
guage. 
Oh ! that X bad my longing for thy fake ! 
Under this row of trees, the fpot your lordfliip 
Meant for thefe worthy ones, Fd'hang thee inftantly. 

Har, No, let him live, until he can repent. 
But baniih'd from our ftate — that be his doom. 

Fan. Then hang his worthy captain here, this Hemp-' 
fkirke. 
For fake of the example. 

Har. No, let him 

Enjoy his fhame too, with his confcious life. 



A C D M f G Q P E R A, «; 

ym. A noble prince ! and yet Fd fain have forne* 
body hang'd. 

Claufi, Sir, y9u muft h^elp to join 
A pair of haxida^ as they have done of heartSy 
And to their loVes wifh happinefs. 

Har. ' As to my qwi> I 

My deareft filler ! truly wortjiieft brother ! 

AIR. 

Jac* Such fccnes of ftranga delight arife^ 

And croud upon my view, i 

I gaze around with wild furprize. 

And fcarcc believe them true. 
A father ! brother ! lover ! friend ! 

Of Joy a larger ftore. 
Nor Hope could a(k, nor Fqrtune feiid-<** 

My cup of blife runs o'er. 

Van. I'll lead ye home, and have the bonfires made^ 
My fireworks and flap-dragons — and an ocean 
Of generous fiquor, to foak down. 
To the honour of this day. ^ 

Hig. 'Slight! here be changes ! the bells have not fo 
many. 

Prig. Our company's grown horrible thin by it. 
What think you, Higgen i 

Hig. Marry, I think that we might all be lords now, 
Ifwe'dftandfor't. 

Claufe. Sir, you muft thank this honeft burgomafter ; 
Here be more friends, a(k to be look'd on too. 
And thaiik'd ; who, though their trade and courfe of life 
Be not fo perfeft, but it may be better'd. 
Have yet us'd me with courtefy, and been 
True fubjedls to me while I was their king. 
Your grace command them follow you to Bruges^ 
Where I will take the care on me, to find 
Somie manly and more profitable courfe. 
To fit them as a part of the republic. 

Har. Do ye hear, firs ? do (b« 

Hig. Thanks to your gopdgracc ! 

Prig. 3 To your good lordflilp ! 



6^ Tni ROYAL MERCHANT. 

jHar. Now to complcat ourblife ! Be it our car^ 
To merit it, by ufing well the power, . 
And wealth entrufted to our charge, to Ugbten 
The woes of others — to enrich our country^ 
And bid our wifhes and endeavours reach 
£ven to the meaneft fubje^t in our date ! 

Fan. To all the world j fay I ! 

AIR aod CHORUS. 

Han May each fair merchant's ventur'd (lore 
With rich advance come freighted o'er j 
On all his aims may fortune fmile. 
And peace aikd wealth repay bis ^oil ! 

Cer^ May evVy rtiaid whofe artlefs breaft 
A worthy paifion has pofiefs'd. 
Thro' all events her truth who proves^ 
Obtain the honeft heart (he loves I 

Huk May every champion of the fair, 
The rich returns of beauty (hare ; 
He well deferves, who well can guard. 
And love is Valour's heft reward. 

yac. May all who figh in forrow's (hade. 
The dreary cloud bear undif|iiay'd : 
Till joy's enlight'ning rays fuccecd. 
For joy is patient virtue's meed» 

Fan. May every honeft heart atchieve 

Such blifs as mine, to crown his eve ; 
Then, fpite of age, its cares and pain. 
We'll live o'er love and youth again. 

Prig. For one refpedl yet left unpaid. 

We ftill niuft ufe our begging trade. 
Your generous favour we implore. 
And that obtained, weafknomore, 

T H E E N D, 
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